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But better loved the foothold sure
Of paths that wind by old abodes of men
Who hope at last the churchyard's peace secure^
And follow time-worn rules, that them suffice.
Learned from their sires, traditionally wise,
Careful of honest custom's how and when ;
His mind, too brave to look on Truth askance,
No more those habitudes of faith could share,
But, tinged with sweetness of the old Swiss manse,
Lingered around them still and fain would spare.
Patient to spy a sullen egg for weeks,
The enigma of creation to surprise,
His truer instinct sought the life that speaks
Without a mystery from kindly eyes ;
In no self-spun cocoon of prudence wound.
He by the touch of men was best inspired,
And caught his native greatness at rebound
From generosities itself had fired;
Then how the heat through every fibre ran,
Felt in the gathering presence of the man,
While the apt word and gesture came unbid!
Virtues and faults it to one metal wrought,

Fined all his blood to thought,
And ran the molten man in all he said or did..
AH Tully's rules and all Quintilian's too
He by the light of listening faces knew,
And his rapt audience all unconscious lent
Their own roused force to make him eloquent;
Persuasion fondled in his look and tone ;
Our speech  (with   strangers   prudish) he   could

bring
To find new charm in accents not her own;